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to sit down with them, to prove the ridiculousness of the*
argument for the equality of mankind; and he said to-
me afterwards, with a nod of satisfaction, 'You saw
Mr. Wilkes acquiesced.* Wilkes talked with all imagin-
able freedom of the ludicrous title given to the Attor-
ney-General, Diabolus Regis; adding, *I have reason to>
know something about that officer; for I was prosecuted
for a libel.' Johnson, who many people would have-
supposed must have been furiously angry at hearing*
this talked of so lightly, said not a word. He was now,,
indeed, 'a good-humoured fellow.*
After dinner we had an accession of Mrs. Knowles,,
the Quaker laxly, well known for her various talents,,
and of Mr. Alderman Lee. Amidst some patriotick.
groans, somebody (I think the Alderman) said, 'Poor Old
England is lost.' JOHNSON. 'Sir, it is not so much to •
be lamented that Old England is lost, as that the Scotch
have found it.' WILKES. 'Had Lord Bute governed
Scotland only, I should not have taken the trouble to
write his eulogy, and dedicate Mortimer to him.*
Mr. Wilkes held a candle to shew a fine print of a,
beautiful female figure which hung in the room, and
pointed out the elegant contour of the bosom with the-
finger of an arch connoisseur.   He afterwards, in a con-
versation with me, waggishly insisted, that all the time-
Johnson shewed visible signs of a fervent admiration of
the corresponding charms of the fair Quaker.
This record, though by no means so perfect as I could.
wish, will serve to give a notion of a very curious inter-
view, which was not only pleasing at the time, but had.
the agreeable and benignant effect of reconciling any
animosity, and sweetening any acidity, which in the-
various bustle of political contest, had been produced in.

